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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
Hope you enjoy! 


You're not sure why your mind is such a drifter. You find it irritating. It always had been, so you can't blame 
it on the adrenaline, the alcohol or even the damned drugs. 


Its just that when you try to focus and concentrate it just focuses and concentrates even less, and before 


you know it you're wondering what the sexlife of your lifeless childhood neighbour's possibly could've been like 
Did they even fuck? 

Lights on or off? 

You bet that if they ever went at it, it must've been the husband's doing with the wife being that up-tight 


Shit, you can't stand the thought of banging that bitch. You hated her, and it's not that you want to think of 


her, but for some goddamn reason she's the one who has to pop up in your messed up head whenever you're 


not really into in whatever groupie you're having sucking your cock. 


Her hair is dark and frizzy. Sort of like your own hair, but you're pretty sure she wasn't born with hair 


looking that way. 
Have you asked what her name was? Have you asked what any of the fucking groupies names are? 


Two of the chicks are snorting a few lines. A third one is dancing on her own probably already fucked up by 
the coke. Did you promise yourself to all of them? Fuck, you can't manage the thought. Stupid fucking idea. 


You try to focus on your dick and finding some pleasure, but it feels 

numb. You're feeling numb, and you're tired. So fucking tired. 40.000 people is a lot of people, it's a lot of 
adrenalin and a lot of sweat. A lot of noise. You wish you had the ability to shut off the noise. One would think 
that you must have learned it by now. You wish that was the case. Just like you can't shut off the fact that 
the door to your hotelroom is slammed open. The freakshow in hotelroom-number-whatever is revealed to 


anyone who's willing to look inside when passing by in the corridor. 
There's a mess of blonde hair standing in the door. 
"Slash, you gotta go talk some fucking sense into him." Its Duff. 


"Can't you see I'm fucking busy?" You don't feel busy though, but its something you just got to say when 
you're getting blown. It's expected of you. 


"Com'on man, you know you're the only one who can" The blonde in your door has placed both of his hands on 


his hips like he thinks that fatherly gesture is going to work on you. 


"Fuck." is all you really have to say when you push the head in your lap aside and get up to pull up your 
pants. 


Why they think that you can actually talk sense into Axl Fucking Rose is a mystery to you, but they seem to 
think so, and you seem to get send to his hotelrooms more and more often. You don't mind all that much. Axl 


is a fine guy, but you're never sure what to do once you're there. What to say. 


Sometimes you end up just watching him until he's tired himself out and falls asleep without a word. If you 
have to be completely honest its what you always do. You never do a fucking thing about it, because you don't 
understand what is happening, or why it's your problem. During these episodes you can tell that he's suffering, 
and that he's trying to cope. You can tell that he doesn't even understand it himself. 


Tonight you get the sense that its different though. There's no noise coming from the room like there usually 
is. You stop outside the door and its quite inside. You consider going back to your room, however you don't 


feel like dealing with the situation back there, so you open the door slowly. 


The door gets stuck half way open, and you have to push it open to get inside. 
It's a broken TV that's blocking the door. Of course it is. 
The entire room is destroyed and in the middle of it, on the large bed, sits the redhaired reason. 


He's staring straight ahead with a cigarette between his lips. He doesn't acknowledge your presence. Not even 


when you close the door behind you. 

You walk across the room careful not to step on anything like it's a bloody masterpiece of destruction 
There's an armchiar laying on the floor infront of the bed that you pick up so you can make yourself 
comfertable. You sit down, lean back against the softness, and look at him. He doesn't look back though you're 


sitting right across from each other. 


He's still wearing the clothes from the concert, but his feet are bare. The red hair is sweaty and the fringe is 
sticking to his forehead. 


You've enjoyed looking at him for a while now. You don't know why, but you find him fascinating. His many 
moods, his talent, his intelligence, his appearance. Axl is charismatic, but he's difficult. He's troubled, and you 
don't know why. Sure, you all fucking are, but there's something completely off when it comes to Axl. The 
scars seem too deep, and you don't want to fucking go there, so why they send you here makes absolutely no 
sense To you. 

You sit completely still for a while and observe him. He doesn't react, he just stares into the space beside you. 
Sometimes he blinks, and sometimes he lets tears slip. 

After a while Axl seems to snap out of it and so he looks at you. 

Finally. 

"The fuck do you want?" That tone of his. You know it quite well. He uses it when he's pissed. 

You shrug. "The other's were worried about you." 

He snorts. "Fuck them." And then he lights another cigarette. 

"Yeah." You murmur and reach for the red pack of Marlboro to help yourself. 


He looks away, and you smoke in silence. 


For how long you sit there and smoke one cigarette after the other, you dont know, but it feels like an 


enternity so you decide to do something about it. 


"Axl" You hear yourself say, but he doesn't respond You say his name again, and you have his eyes back on 


you. You have his attention. 
"You need a bath." You say and he answers that he needs no fucking bath. 
You get up and feel how sore your legs are. 


"lIl go get one ready for you." You don't wait for an answer, but you can hear him spit "fuck off" behind you 
as you head to the bathroom. 


The bathroom is still intact, surprisingly enough. Then again, it usually isn't the bathroom he priorities. 


The room is warm and spacious. The white granite bathtub is wide and it takes a while for you to fill it with 


water. 

While you sit there watching the water pour out of the shower head, you can hear Axl enter the room. You 
didn't think he would, but there he is. He's standing in the middle of the room looking at you like he detests 
you, but his body language is telling you something else. 


"Undress." You simply say. 


You know that you're ought to turn around and look at the water once again, but you keep looking at Axl and 


you're pleased that he's looking back at you. 

He doesn't say a word as he undresses. He doesn't protest or comment on your gaze. 

His skin is pale compared to your own His chest is boyish and his thighs are lean. You've seen him almost 
naked hundreds of times, but never completely naked. You're discovering that all the hair on his body is red. 


You've never considered that it would be, but it makes sense. 


You find Axl beautiful and it's as irritating as the neighbour's hypothetical sexlife. You don't find men beautiful. 
You don't find them anything, but Axl.. 


You stop yourself and become unpleasantly aware of how you've been looking, staring even, and you feel your 
heart beat speed up a bit. 
When you lift your gaze and meet Axl's green eyes, you know that he's noticed it too. 


You swallow and turn to shut off the water. There's too much water in the tub now and some of it splashes 


onto the floor when Axl gets in. None of you comment on it. 


His face is more steady now, more recognisable. He relaxes in the warm water. 


"Did you worry?" He asks after a while in the water with his eyes closed and head tilted back against the edge 
of the tub. 


"| didnt know" 

“Course you didnt" He snorts. 

You swallow again, and you don't know why you ask him what had happened 

"Nothing" He pauses to open his eyes and look at you, "I just really fucking hate people.” 

"People are fucked" 

"They are" He agrees. "They piss me off. They don't get it" 

"Don't get what?" 

"That | hate them" 

You don't know what to say to that. Axl isnt a people's person and everybody knows it. You're not much of a 
people's person either, but where Axls reactive and aggressiv, you're withdrawn and quiet. Quite the job 


you've chosen for yourselves and your personalities, you think. 


| don't hate you, though." Axl's voice is low, he almost whispers it, and now it's your eyes that have to find 


his. 


"No?" You know you sound kind of stupid. He shakes his head, and you smile just a bit. You can tell that it 


makes him smile too. Just a bit. 


You sit in silence for another while and you wonder if the water is getting cooler. It must be. You haven't been 


in a bathtub for years, but you remember the drill 

"Saul" Axl tastes your name, and you think it sounds rice on his tongue. 
"Yeah?" 

But he doesn't say anything after that. He's just sitting there. 

The tips of his long hair is wet and it floats above the water. 


"Do you like looking at me?" He then asks. 


You clear your throat and feel unsure of what to say. 
"Why?" Is what you settle with. 
"| saw you looking. You always look, like, really fucking look at me." 


"| guess." You're embarrassed by his straightforwardness even though you'd never admit it, not even to 


yourself 
"Hts okay if you do. | don't mind" He says, and you look at each other. 
"You dont mind?" 

He shakes his head, "no" 


What a strange fuckig conversation, you think. You feel certain that he's up to something. Axl is a devil like 
that. Always up to something. 


"Why not?" You ask 
It takes Axl a while to answer. 
“Cause | like looking at you too." 


You don't answer him, but you feel something shift in your stomach. It's not an unpleasant shift like it usually 


is. It's rather warm and settling. 
You become aware of how close you are to Axl. Axl who's sitting there all wet and naked and red haired. 


His eyes are so green and they're not empty anymore. You think its strange how they're the same eyes you 
saw cry not that long ago. 


Axl moves in the water. He moves closer to you, and you're feeling completely sober now. You're aware, aware 


of everything. 


You know what is going to happen. You see it coming, yet Axl's soft lips still manage to take you by surprise 
when they kiss yours. 


They're gentle, perhaps unsure even. They search for something as they move a bit and you realise that it's 
probably a respond they want, so you kiss back. 


Everything around you goes blank as you feel him against your lips. 


He's a good kisser, skilled, but you want more so you let the tip of your tongue press softly against his lips 
asking for permission to enter. The permission is granted and Axl tastes like whiskey and cigarettes, but you 


can't say that you care. It's Axl. 


The rest of your body starts to stir and come to life. The blood rushes in your veins and your dick begins to 
wake up, but you're still not really touching each other. You're just making out like two innocent schoolboys 


behind a big old tree. 


You wonder if Axl has ever kissed a guy before. You know you haven't. Not that you care as long as he keeps 
kissing you. 


You're a guy though - and he's a guy. 
Fuck, you're a fag. Are you a fag? 
Is Axl a fag? 


Axl's wet hands find your face and he deepens the kiss pulling you closer. You can tell that he's aroused too. 
His breathing is getting heavier. 


You want him. 


Want to take him to bed and make him yours, so you initiate that you both stand up. Still kissing. The water 
pours onto the floor and your feet gets wet. Fuck it: 


Axl lets go of your lips for the first time since they found them and while he looks around the room, probably 
looking for a towel, you have a chance to look at his dick. You like what you see because it means Axl wants 
you too, its clear evidence, but your mind drifts to wonder what his ass looks like. You have a pretty good 
idea, having seen it in underwear so many times, but still, you want to see it naked. Want to ravish it. 


Axl still haven't moved out of the water and you're growing impatient. The impatience makes you take a step 
closer to the redhaired before you bend down a little to grab the tops of Axl's thighs, right underneath his 
ass, to lift him up and carry him out into the destroyed room to throw him down onto the bed - dripping wet. 


Then you realise that you're still fully dressed. Well, "fully" is a big word for you, but you're wearing black 


jeans and a black, unbottuned leather west. It needs to get off of you regardless. Now. 


You're not exactly seductive or gentle in your undressing of yourself, but you don't hear Axl complain while 
his dark eyes observes your every move. When you're finally freed you stand still - just for a short moment. 
You want Axl to see. You want him to really look, and to your satisfaction, he does. He stares and you can't 


quite tell what he's thinking, but you hope that it's something flattering. 


After a moment you decide it's enough and crawl onto the bed to lay on top of Axl, but the red haired stops 


you. A foot right in the middle of your chest. When you stop to look at his face the expression is closed off. 
Of fucking course Axl Rose isn't going to surrender without a fight. Shame on you for not seing that coming. 
However, you're unsure of what game he wants to play and what his rules are, but you know you're going to 
play along anyhow because you want him that much, and he won't let you have him that easily. He's too proud 
and too stubborn. 

He watches your face and clearly waits for you to make the next move, so you grab the ankle by your chest 
and force the foot down onto the mattress beside your own leg. You can tell that he is pissed again. What a 
weird fucking guy, you think, but whatever floats his boat.. 

Axl starts struggling as you move forward hovering halfway over him. 

His arms become wild and start pushing and punching at your chest, and you have to let the ankle go to try 
to catch his wrists before you're actually going to get hurt. He fucking means it, and you've never experienced 
anything quite as messed up at this, and you sure have been up to a lot of fucked up stuff on the sheets. 
You're happy that you manage to get a hold of the wrists and pin them down onto the bed next to his head. 
One on each side. You're less happy that the heels of his fucking feet are now hammerimg into your back and 


you definitely don't appreciate the pain they cause. 


"Fucking stop it, Axll" You tighten your grib on his wrists to prove your point, and then he does something you 


did not see coming. 
He spits you right in your fucking face. 
You don't mean to hit him, but you do, and you do it hard, and finally, finally his stops. 


Axl is staring at you and you're staring back at him ignoring the wet spot on your face. The fight for 
dominance has been evident between the two of you. Tension makes the air thick. 


There's something in his eyes that you're not familiar with. You don't know how to make it go away, but you 
don't like what you see. He's getting distant and you can't afford to lose him. Not now. 


You feel your hand find his soft cheek, the one you hit, and you caress it gently like you're afraid he'll break 
underneath you. 


You watch him return to you slowly, and when you're sure he's actually looking at you, You kiss him as softly 


as you caress the cheek. You're releaved to feel him respond to the kiss. 
"You're beautiful" You hear yourself murmur before you've even really moved your mouth away from Axts. 


Why you're coming up with such romantic nonesense is beyond your understanding. 


He snorts and tells you to shut up. 

You say that you mean it. 

"Why are you saying that?" He asks, looking a you like he doesn't believe you. 
"Because | want to. Because its true." 


He swallows and finds your lips again, probably to shut you up. You don't care. The only thing you find yourself 
caring about is the warm body underneath yours. The skin against yours. 


The fight is over. Axl Rose has surrendered to you and you can't deny how the effect of this settles between 


your legs. 


Axl's tongue slips in between your lips, where it belongs, and it find yours to fight a heated battle - a lot less 
unpleasant than the one earlier. 


You can feel his arousal poke against your abdomen and your lips start moving on their own accord when 
letting go of Axl's addicting ones to lay kisses on his cheek, his jaw, his neck. 


You grab his long hair harshly and earn an airy moan as you suck on his neck making sure to leave your mark 


there. 


It all seems surreal to you and when you, for the first time in your young life, grab another man's dick, you 


don't expect it to make you feel this horny. 


Axl gets impossibly harder in your hand while you move it up and down along the shaft and play with the 
leaking head. 


His green eyes are shut. His head thrown back against the mattress and his lips parted. 


Fuck, you think he's beautiful, and you can't quite fathom that you get to see him like this. Get to have him 


coming apart underneath you like this. 

You're still grabbing onto a fistful of his hair and you're under the impression that he likes it. 

Axl likes it rough. You know that because you've heard the groupies talk. You've heard how he's rough, selfish 
and indifferent. You can't say that you blame him for not treating the bitches better. It's not like they treat 
him any differently - or any of you for that matter. It's simply a vicious circle of not giving a shit, and if one 


can't deal with it, one doesn't become a groupie. Simple as that. 


You're not a groupie though. You're a rockstar. You're Axl's fucking friend and you'll be damned if you're going 


to be just another unmemorable lay. 

So, if Axl likes it rough, that's fine, you'll give it to him rough, but you sure as hell aren't going to have him 
all up in his own fucking head, so you stop moving your hand and you stop kissing him. He opens his eyes and 
looks questioningly at you. 

"You're going to look at me." You sound more stern than you thought you would, but you've got his attention 
"You hear me?" You hiss and then hear yourself whisper, "you're going to look at me.. Whore." 

In any other context you know Axl wouldve screamed bloody murder and destroyed anything destroyable 
within the man's reach, but in this context you feel his legs part even further and his hips press up against 
yours. 


You breathe onto his neck, "Good" and then you bite down, not too hard though, you ain't no Axl Rose. 


Your own dick is still neglected between your heated bodies and you're reminded how badly you want to burry 
yourself inside Axl. 


You move your fingers to his lips. He gets the hint and starts sucking obscenely on your index- and fuck 
finger while keeping eyecontact with you. You can tell that he's pleased with himself, that he's putting on a 


show for you. You're eating every second of it raw, and so is your aching, hard dick. 


You remove your fingers from his mouth and your hand moves down to reach between his legs. He part his 


legs even futher for you. 

Axl kisses you when your index finger start circling and teasing his tight hole. You can't imagine how tight he 
must be. Can't imagine how you're going to enjoy yourself, but you feel your dick twitch just by the thought 
of it. 


You're not sure what gets into you when you viciously pushes your finger pass the tight muscle and inside 


Axl. 


"Motherfucker!" You hear him hiss and he doesn't give you a pleased look, not until you start moving your 


finger and explore. 


There's still a scowl on Axl's face, but you can tell that he's concentrating just like you are. Both looking to find 
him pleasure. 


"Feels. Feels fucking strange." He lets out which makes your movements even more determined. 


Then it happens. You see his entire expression change just like that. He jolts up and lets out a more profound 


moan than any of the moans he's yet given you. 


You move your lips to his ear, "You like that, huh?" 
You do it again. 

Axl swears. 

You do it again, and again. 

Again. 


You keep doing it and you watch Axl come apart completely. You even see a tear run down his cheek and he 


gives you a pleading look. one you've never seen on his face before. 
"You fucking like it, whore." You murmur coyly and give him a dirty kiss. 
"Fucking - fuck.. Do it" He's breathing heavily and his voice is deeper than usual. 


"Do what? What you want me to do?" You're not dumb, but you want to hear him say it. You want Axl Rose 


at your mercy. 


"You know what, idiot" But he doesn't sound or look as annoyed as you bet he'd want to, not with your finger 
rubbing against his prostate. 


"Say it, Axl." 


If anything had rubbed against your dick the moment he says "fuck me." you're sure you would've cum all 


over him like a fucking teenager. 


"Gonna make you feel good." You promise before you spit in your hand and wet your dick to the best of your 


ability. 


When you line your dick up to Axl's asshole, you feel him go completely stiff beneath you. He grabs onto your 
shoulders harshly and when he says your name, you know that he is going to change his fucking mind if you 
don't act now. 


"Saul." Your name comes out high-pitched when you slwoly move into him, and you hear him let out a 


strangled noise. 


Fuck, Axl Rose is tight around your cock and you really got to fucking focus on not cumming right then and 
there. It helps, though, that his nails are digging into your shoulder blades and so does the slight burn on your 
cock from the tight walls. 


At last you're all the way inside, and Axl is so tense underneath you that you got to do something unless you 


just want to set up a camp inside his ass and wait for forever for him to relax on his own account. 
‘lm... shit, I'm in It's okay." You try to come off as convincing, "fuck, you gotta relax, Axl." 

You look at him and he looks at you. 

Fuck, he's beautiful. 

"Relax." You try again, but nothing changes. 


You kiss him then. Kisses his forehead, his cheekbone, his lips. You put one hand in his hair, gently this time, to 


massage his scalp. 
You stay like that for a while. Just kissing each other as you caress his hair and face. 
After a while you feel him slowly, but surely, loosen up. 


You move your hand between your bodies to jerk him off and when he starts getting responsive to that, you 
decide it's time. 


‘lm gonna fuck you now." You give his dick one last tuck and take the moan for a yes. 
That's how you end up fucking Axl. 


You're laying on top of him, fucking him in missionary and you never fuck anyone in that fucking position. You 


don't care though. You simply just don't care. 


Axl is taking your dick so well. Tight, but more relaxed now finding some pleasure in your movements though 


its undoubtly still a new sensation to him - and to you. 

You take your time and you make your thrusts deep and forceful. 

You could watch Axl take your cock for the rest of your life. His face is flushed and his forehead sweaty. His 
eyes are still open and they often find your own. When that happens a rush of pleasure runs through your 
entire body and you give him a moan. Fuck, you give him lots of moans. He's so fucking lovely. 

A "fuck" escapes Axl's lips and lets your know that you've angled your hips just right. 


"Fuck, fuck, fuck." he jolts harshly underneath you. 


You give him more, of course. You're pleased to do so. You speed up and up until you're pounding into his tight 


hole and your cock takes over the control of your brain and your entire body. 


"Taking it so well.. shit - taking it like the whore you are" 


You feel Axl's nails scratch your back all the way down. You're sure you must be bleeding, but fuck you're so 


close. So fucking close. 


The sounds Axl is making are obscene, but so fucking hot, and you can only imagine what they sound like on 


the other side of the door. 
"Don't fucking stop - more.. I'm gonna - shit!" 


As if you would dream of stopping. You're close too, but you want Axl to cum first. You want to see what he 


looks like when he cums on your cock. 
"Come on. Shit - you' gonna cum for me, Axl." 


He presses his tongue into your mouth and you greet it messily with your own. Then he moans into your 


mouth and you return it, moaning right back. 


He's clinging to your body, feet digging into your lower back and you harshly grab his right thigh and place it 


over your shoulder, changing the angle. 

"You're mine” you hiss into his mouth, “fucking want you to show me. Cum for me, whore." 

Axl sobs your name and demands more. 

Shit, he's so close and you're going to give him the final push. 

"My whore." You half whisper, half moan into his ear and he throws his head into your neck, clings to you and 


spills violently between your bodies as you feel yourself let go and become all consumed by white, hot 


pleasure. 


You've never been good at the awkwardness of coming down from an orgasm, never been good at facing your 


sex partners afterwards. You've had quite some practice, but you've never found a good way to deal with it. 
Axl isn't an exception it turns out. Quite the opposite. 
The orgasm had you so good that you stay on top of him and inside him for a moment too long - a moment 


that makes the situation feel intimate and that is wrong between the two of you. Axl isn’t an intimate guy and 


your relationship sure as hell isn't intimate. 


When you pull out, a bit too rushed, Axl hisses underneath you and immediately turns around to face away 


from you. 


His long hair is spread across the mattress where he lays and it makes him divine from where you're 


watching him. 

You want to say something, anything, but you don't know what. 

You settle with nothing and tell yourself to ignore the heavy feeling in your chest. 

You lay awake for a while and wonder if Axl is able to fall asleep or if he's thinking about what happened too. 


When you finally fall asleep you don't know that you'll be waking up next to the redhaired or that you been 


pushing your cock back into him in the morning and that he'll like it as much as you. 

You also don't know that it'll become a thing between the two of you. 

tll be something that you do, and It'll become more and more frequent and urgent. 

For a while you'll not speak a word about it, it just happens, until one day Axl is in one of those moods where 
he feels like talking and being deep and he brings it up. He'll tell you that he likes watching you orgasm and that 


he likes feeling you. He'll say that it's a beautiful thing you share, and you'll not say much, you'll mostly listen, 


however you'll know that you agree. 


